FAMOUS 1950s EC COMICS! 
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CANADA 














VAL 


HORRORT 


НЕН, НЕН” WELL, IT'S TIME FOR ANOTHER FRIGHTENING TALE FROM THE VAULT OF HORRORS AS USUAL, I'M JUST 
DYING TO BEGIN, SO TURN OUT THE LIGHTS ANO TAKE А OEEP BREATH! THE BLOOD-GURDLER Тм ABOUT TO 
TELL IS CERTAIN TO HAVE YOU ON THE EOGE OF YOUR SEAT, SHUODERING IN ABSOLUTE TERRORS HANG ON TO 
YOUR WORMAL/TY, OR THIS ONE WILL REALLY HAVE YOU HANGING ON THE ROPES/ I CALL IT. 














HER MINO WAS WHIRLING AGAIN. THE THREE HORRID 
CREATURES TOWERED THREATENINGLY OVER HER, 
HOVERING IN A BLACK ABYSS, ANO THEIR QUESTIONS 


ECHOEO ANO THUNOEREO IN HER EARS, OROWNING HER 
CRIES ANO SHRIEKS FORHELP. . 





SHE COULDN'T REMEMBER THINGS! WHO WAS SHE? 

WHAT WAS SHE DOING HERE ? WHAT WAS HER МАМЕ? А 

HUNDRED QUESTIONS. AND SHE COULDN'T ANSWERS 

SHE DIDNT KNDW, ANYMDREf SHE DIDNT REMEMBERS 
ў; r тууу 








STILL THE VICIOUS THINGS TORMENTED HER! SHE 
COWERED AND TURNED HER EYES FROM THEIR LEER- 
ING FACES! SHE SWIRLED, FLOATED, THRASHED 
DESPERATELY ІМ THE NOTHINGNESS ТО GET AWAY... 
TO ESCAPE! AND SUDDENLY SHE SAW THE WIN- 
DOW AND WENT CRASHING THROUGH ІТ... 





SHE RAN DOWN THE DESERTED 
SILENT STREET, THE CLICKING OF 
HER HEELS URGING HER To Go 
FASTER, FASTER YS THEY WERE 
AFTER HER, FOLLOWING WITH 
THEIR CRUEL QUESTIONS, THEIR 
SHRILL,SCREAMING VOICES... 











SHE SCRAMBLED UP THE STEPS, STUMBLING AND CRY- | 
INGf SHE SHDUTED AND PLEADED FDR SOMEONE TO HELP 
HER, CLAWED AND POUNDED FRANTICALLY ON THE DOOR! 
THEY WERE ALMOST UPON HERS SHE HEARD THEIR 
SCREECHING... AND SHE PRESSED BACK INTO THE SHAD- 
OWS, UP AGAINST THE MASSIVE DDOR. 


D, ү 











SHE POUNDED ON DOORWAYS ТО 
GAIN ENTRANCE, SHE CRIED, SHE 
RAN AGAIN... FASTEAS AND THE 
STREET SEEMED ALMOST ENDLESS 








Bur SUDDENLY THERE WAS AN END 
AND THERE WAS NOWHERE ELSE TO 

GOf ANOTHER BUILDING BARRED HER 
WAY! ABUILDING WITH NO WINDOWS. 
JUST A DOOR... 






AND THROUGH ITF 





SHE COULON'T REMEMBER! SHE WAS SPRAWLEO ON 
THE FLOOR, SHAKING HER HEAO, TRYING TO CLEAR THE 
COBWEBS SHE WAS STILL ÉRYING,STILL TREMBLING, | 
BUT SHE HAD ESCAPED THOSE AWFUL THINGS! SHE FELT | 
| THE HANO TOUGH HER ., 


















„. AND DROPPED HER INTO A 
CAULDRON OF BOILING WATER" 
by — ; 



















SEARING PAINS ENGULFEO HER! 
BOILING WATER BURNED HER 
MOUTH, SCALOED HER THROAT 
EVERY TIME SHE CRIED OUT, ANO 
SHE THRASHED TORTUOUSLY TRY- 
ING TO CLIMB OUT.. 


ROUGH HANDS ORAGGEO HER TO HER FEET. THROUGH А 
VEIL OF TEARS SHE STARED INTO THE BLAZING EYES ОҒ 
A FIEND WHO LIFTED HER, SQUIRMING AND KICKING INTO 
HIS ARMS? HIS LAUGHTER REACHEO А NERVE-WRACKING 





SUDDENLY, STRONG ARMS LIFTED 
HER FROM THE CAULDRON f HER 

FLESH WAS BEET-RED AND STEAM 
ISSUED FROM HER SOPPING BODY! 
SHE COULDN'T STAND UPRIGHT ... 
HER LEGS WOULDN'T HOLD HER 























ANYMORE ... 
















SHE FELT HERSELF BEING LIFTED... THEN LOWEREO, 
THROUGH A OIM, SEMI-CONSCIOUS HAZE SHE FELT THE 
COOLNESS SURROUNOING HER, COMPLETELY COVERING 
HER, SLOWLY ORAWING THE HEAT FROM HER! IT 
BECAME COOLER, AND SHE OPENEO HER EYES,AND THEN, 
IT WAS COLD A ІТ WAS MUCH 700 COLO! SHE WAS 
SURROUNDEO BY /C£ Z 








SHE SCREAMED AGAIN ANO AGAIN! THE HARDENING ICE 
NUMBED HER ARMS, HER LEGS/ SHE COULDN'T FREE 

HERSELF, AND AS SHE CRIED CONVULSIVELY,THE TEAR- 
DROPS FROZE AND HER VISION GLAZED! SHE FELT THE 
PAINFUL TINGLING IN HER TOES, HEARD THE SHRILL, 
FIENDISH LAUGHTER FAOING.,. FADING...’ MERCIFULLY, 
















[Wur COULDN'T SHE REMEMBER ANYTHING? WHD WAS 
SHE? WHY WERE THEY TDRTURING HER? WHAT DID THEY 
WANT? WHY DIDN'T THEY LEAVE HER ALONE? А THOU- 
SAND QUESTIONS AND SHE CDULDN'T ANSWER. SHE 

DPENED HER EYES., TRIED TO MOVE AND COULDN'T 











THERE WAS A SHARP PAIN? ANDTHER/ AND 4WOTHER/ 
SHE SAW A WICKED DLD LADY BENDING DVER HER, 
CHUCKLING/ A LONG,NEEDLE-SHARP HAT-PIN WAS IN 
HER HAND AND SHE WAS JABBING! /452/NG/ WOULD 
THERE ВЕ ND END TO THIS? WDULD NO DNE SAVE 
HER? AGAIN SHE TRIED TD SCREAM 


- BUT DNLY А 









THE JABBING CONTINUED. SHE FELT 
WARM BLODD TRICKLE... WAS THAT 
BLODD? AND EVERY PART DF HER 
THRDBBED AND АСНЕО. HER HEAD 
WAS A WHIRLPDOL DF TORTURE . 


Ж. / a 


f 























..AND THE JABBING CEASEDÍ SHE 

DPENED HER EYES А TALL,SILENT 
MAN WAS NEARBY, STARING WITH 
ANGEREDEYES AT THE WICKED DLD 
LADY, HE RAISED HIS ARM... 
POINTED HIS FINGER... AND THE 
LADY HURRIEDLY LEFT THE ROOM 


THE MAN UNTIED HER HANDS AND 
FEET, GENTLY HELPED HER FROM 
THE TABLE SHE TRIED TD SPEAK, 
TO THANK HIM.. BUT DNLY GARBLED, | 
UNINTELLIGIBLE 8085 SPEWED 
FORTH 




















STRONG, TENDER HANDS CARESSED HER HAIR AND 
FACE. WHILE GRATEFUL, HAPPY TEARS SPILLED DDWN 
HER CHEEKS, HE RESTED HER HEAD DN HIS CHEST PRD- 
TECTIVELY AND NDDDED IN UNDERSTANDING. YET, HE 
DID NOT SPEAK. Р 





BUT WHAT DID IT MATTER? НЕ HAD SAVED HER, HADN'T 
HE? WASN'T HE KIND,GENTLE ? WITHOUT A МОНО, HE 











HELPED HER GROSS THE ROOM, LOWERED HER EASILY 
INTO A CHAIRS REST? BLESSED REST‘ SHE CLOSED 
HER EYES AND LEANED HER HEAD BACK AGAINST THE 
CHAIR... үүт 7 




















SHE KNEW THIS WASN'T JUST A A/GHTMARES THE 
PAIN, THE TERROR HAD ALL BEEN 700 REALS IF ONLY 
SHE COULD REMEMBER How, OR WHY, IT STARTED! SHE 
FELT SOMETHING CLAMP DOWN ON HER WRISTS.,.TIREDLY, 
SHE ОРЕМЕО HER EYES... AND SCREAMED? 

> 















TION. UNTIL HIS 





SHE WAS STRAPPED IN AN ELECTRIC CHAIR £ 
NEARBY, THE SILENT MAN WAS GRINNING INSANELY. 
HIS EVERY FEATURE WAS CONTORTED INTO А TRIUM- 
PHANT EXPRESSION OF MANIACAL GLEE! HOW HE HAD 
FOOLED HER! SHE PLEADED ANO BEGGED FOR SALVA- 


HAND GRIPPEO THE LEVER .. AND 








THOUSANDS OF VOLTS SLAMMED THROUGH HER BODY, 
TEARING AND BURNING. ,DESTROYING FLESH, BONE, 
TISSUE! THOUSANOS ОҒ VOLTS PULSATING , COURSING 
THROUGH EVERY FIBRE OF HER BEING.. 
HER TORSO SURGE AND STRAIN AT THE STRAPS THAT 





HELD HERS 
ww 








MAKING 





ошт? 


= 
BLACKNESS. PAINLESS, TORTURELESS BLACKNESS. THE 

EMPTINESS BECOMING SOMETHING. SOLIDITYA А 
FLOOR? YES? SHE WAS LYING ON A FLOOR SOMEWHERE... 
AND THE EBONY VOID BECAME SOLID WALLS. 
SOLID WALLS, A CEILING AND A FLOOR .. BUT NO WAY 










FOUR 








SHE STRUGGLED To HER FEET AND 
GROPED AROUND THE SMALL ROOM, 
FEELING, TAPPING THE WALLS! WAS 










[WAITI was HER MIND PLAYING 
TRICKS ON HER? WAS SHE SEEING 
| aan МО” THE ROOM WAS 





THIS THE END? WAS THIS DEATH ? 





GETTING SMALLER! SMALLER 











— 
(бгомху,он ALL SIDES, THE WALLS 
MOVED CLOSER TOGETHER! THE 
CEILING LOWERED, AND THE SIDES 
NARROWED. SHE STRETCHED OUT HER 
ARMS TO KEEP THEM AWAY | 

т 4 











IT was No USE’ THE WALLS CLOSED FURTHER AND SHE EXERTED ALL HER STRENGTH! THE PRESSURE BECAME 
MORE INTENSE! SHE GASPED FOR AIR, PUSHED AND HAMMERED THE WALLS, SCREAMED TILL THE REVERBERATIONS 
HURT HER EARDRUMS/ AND STILL THE WALLS PRESSED CLOSER! SHE COULD NO LONGER STAND UPRIGHT! SHE 
SLUMPEO TO ONE KNEE, CRYING, CHOKING, FEELING THE IMMENSE PRESSURE SQUEEZE AND CRUSH HER! DID A BDNE 
SNAP? HER HEAD THROBBED HORRIBLY, REELING AND ACHING. AND WHEN SHE CDULD STAND МО MDRE... 










SHE LAY GASPING AND TREMBLING ON THE FLOOR. A | [HE HELPEO HER TO HER FEET, COMFORTINGLY LEO HER >` 


BRIGHT LIGHT INVADED THE ROOM'S DARKNESS... AND OOWN LONG CLEAN-SMELLING CORRIDORS. WHAT WAS 
GOING TO HAPPEN NOW? HIS WORDS WERE 80 SOOTHING... 
BUT COULD SHE TRUST HIM? HOW COULD SHE KNOW ? 
WHERE WAS HE BRINGING HER 

WEAK TO CARE... Grete ie 


ІМ ITS BRILLIANCE, A MAN STOOD IN THE OPEN DOOR 














SHE was IN A ROOM, WARM AND COMFORTABLE. THREE 
NICE MEN SURROUNDED HER, GAVE HER SOFT WORDS OF 
CONSOLATION. THEY WERE FRIENDLY... SHE COULD 
TRUST THEM. SHE CRIED BECAUSE IT WAS ALL OVER... 


ІТ WAS AWFUL! (6087) THEY МЕНЕ // THERE, THERES 
ALL TRYING TO KILL ME! THE (A. WE WANT TO 

ELECTRIC CHAIR... BOILING HELP үсу! 
CAULDRON... THE WALLS/ SUPPOSE YOU 
IT WAS AWFUL! AWFUL! TELL US 4/2 


THEY WERE SO МІСЕ. SHE RELATED HER HARROWING 
EXPERIENCES. THE TEARS OF RELIEF FLOWED DOWN 
HER FACE, AND THEY LISTENEO ATTENTIVELY. > + 
IT'S SO WONDERFUL NOT TO BE OF COURSE! WE 
AFRAID! MY MIND IS SO CLEAR UNDERSTANDS 

Now! FOR AWHILE I...(SOB) І 
THOUGHT I WAS GOING /WSANWES 




























GRADUALLY, HER CRYING CEASED, SHE WAS МОТ AFRAID 
ANYMORE. SHE HAD NO REASON ТО ВЕ AFRA MD NOW f 


_ONLY ONE THING BOTHERED HER? £ 


ALL THIS TORTURE HAS BEEN IN YOUR ММ IT NEVER 
REALLY HAPPENED AS YOU THOUGHT’ SUBCONSCIOUSLY, , 
YOUR MIND TWISTED EVERYDAY OCCURRENCES INTO 








WHY? WHY DID THEY ALL 
WANT TO HURT ME SO ? 















< You SAID YOU WERE PUT IN AN 
ELECTRIC CHAIR’ ACTUALLY, 
ONE OF OUR ATTENDANTS WAS 
GIVING YOU ELECTRO-THERAPY.. 
A FORM OF SHOCK TREATMENT? ? 


ІТ5 QUITE SIMPLE” ILL ) 
TRY TO EXPLAIN. 





HORRIBLE TORTURES! YOU /MAG/MED THAT PEOPLE 
WERE TRYING TO A/ZZ YOU, WHEN ACTUALLY, THEY 
WERE TRYING TO HELP YOU! FOR INSTANCE 









*.. AND THE WICKED OLD LADY 
WHO JASBED YOU WITH А A447- P/N. 
WHILE YOU WERE STRAPPED TO A 
TABLE WAS ONLY YOUR ASWOAMAL 
INTERPRETATION OF THE NURSE 
GIVING YOU ^ HYPODERMIC INJECTION 
WHILE YOU WERE IN ^ STRAIGHT- 
JACKET, NECESSITATED BY YOUR 
DISPLAY OF VIOLENCE ” ° 


*THE BOILING CAULDRON AND THE 
ICE WERE REALLY NOTHING BUT 
HOT AND COLD БАТА. ANOTHER 

OF SHOCK TREATMENT °° 











CONFINING!’ 








THE POE-LIKE ROOM WHOSE WALLS CLOSEO UPON YOU 
WAS ONLY А PADOEO CELL, ACTUALLY! SOLITARY 
CONFINEMENT. .BECAUSE YOU HAO BECOME SO /744- 
TIONAL“ THE WALLS OION'T CRUSH YOU.. YOU ONLY 
THOUGHT SO, BECAUSE THE SMALL ROOM WAS SO 





YOU MEAN YOU 
STILL DON'T 
REMEMBER? MY, 
OEAR- YOU'RE 
AN /NMATE IN 
AN INSANE 
ASYLUM/ 


I.I OON'T BELIEVE you! YOU'RE 
LYING ТО ME! YOU'RE TRYING ТО 
HURT ME‘ OH, WHAT AM I Dowe 








---ү 


ГӨшорвміміл т THE ROOM GREW D! 
HAZY... 2 


THE ROOM ҒАОЕО AWAY, AND THE 
THREE DOCTORS SEEMEO ТО HOVER 
IN A GRAY MIST GROWING DARKER... 


IT was DIFFICULT TO THINKS NER 
MIND WAS JUMBLED.,. THOUGHTS 
WOULDN'T ORGANIZE THEMSELVES 





HER MIND WAS WHIRLING AGAIN. THE THREE HORRID 
CREATURES TOWERED THREATENINGLY OVER HER, 
HOVERING IN A BLACK ABYSS,AND THEIR QUESTIONS 
ЕСНОЕР AND THUNDEREO IN HER БАН, DROWNING HER 
CRIES. AND ГУ EKS FOR шачда 


Stie THE VICIOUS THINGS TORMENTED HERS SHE 
COWERED AND TURNED HER EYES FROM THEIR LEER- 
ING FACES! SHE SWIRLED, FLOATED, THRASHED DESPER- 
ATELY IN THE NOTHINGNESS ТО GET AWAY... TOESCAPE/ 


AND SUDDENLY SHE SAW THE WINDOW AND WENT CRASH- 
ING THROUGH IT... 











|SHE DIDNT KNOW ANYMORE! 





INTO MEANINGS. . 


[SHE COULDN'T REMEMBER THINGS/ WHO WAS SHE? | 


WHAT WAS SHE DOING HERE? WHAT WAS HER NAME? 
A HUNDRED DUESTIONS... AND SNE COULDN'T ANSWER 
SHE DIDNT REMEMBER f 








НЕН,НЕН,НЕҢ/ RIGHT BACK WHERE WE STARTED, EH? 
ROUNO AND ROUND SHE GOES, AND WHERE SHE STOPS, 
WHO THE DEVIL CARES f OF COURSE, SHE NEVER D/D 
GO THROUGH ANY WINDOW f IT WAS ONLY HER WAY OF 
TRYING TO ESCAPE FROM 
THE FACT THAT SHE WAS... 
DERANGED P HOPE I 
MADE THAT PANE FULLY 
CLEARS WELL.. AS USUAL, 
THE CRYPT-KEEPER S 
CLAMORING FOR ATTENTION, 
SO EYES RIGHT BEFORE HE 
HAS A TEMPER-TANTRUM, 
AWREADY 
























GREETINGS, GHOULS...LET'S DRINK 21000 POOLS THIS IS YOUR HOST IN THE CRYPT OF TERROR, ZHE 
CRYPT-KEEPER, READY ТО LEAD ANOTHER SCREAM-SESS/ON BY NARRATING ONE OF THE NAUSEATING NOV- 
ELETTES FROM MY CREEPY COLLECTION OF LURID LITERATURE. SO, HOLD ON TO YOUR LAST MEAL f НЕВЕ 
GOES WITH THE FOUL FABLE І CALL... 


OUT ОР; 


THE FAINT WISP OF SMOKE CURLED UPWARD FROM THE 
DANCING FIRE AND DRIFTED LAZILY OVER THE CAMP- 
SIGHT. ALEX SUPPED FROM THE TENT, THE GLEAMING 
CLEAVER IN HIS GLOVED HAND. THE PERSPIRATION 
PAINTING HIS FACE GLOWED IN THE FIRELIGHT. HE 
GRIMACED. STANLEY KNELT BEFORE THE FLAMES, STIR- 
RING THE SMOKE- BLACKENED POT. ІМ А MOMENT 1T 
WOULD BE ALL OVER, ІМ А MOMENT, STANLEY WOULD 
BE DEAD AND ALEX'S PROBLEM WOULD BE SOLVED, HE 
MOVEO FORWARD NOISELESSLY, LIFTING THE RAZOR ~ 
L SHARP CLEAVER HIGH OVER HIS HEAD .. pm 

THE STEW WILL BE DONE IN A EVERYTHING S 
MINUTE, ALEX. SMELLS READY, STANLE Y“ 
DELICIOUS. EVERYTHING 



















STANLEY STIFFENED AS ALEX'S HIGH-PITCHED 


VOICE EXPLODED BEHIND НІМ. HE WHIRLEO...TOO 
LATE. ALEX BROUGHT THE GLEAMING CLEAVER 











ІТ WAS QUIET ІМ THE WOODS THAT 
SURROUNDED THE HUNTERS’ CAMP- 
SITE. FAR AWAY IN THE NIGHT, AN 
OWL НООТЕО. ALEX STARED DOWN 
АТ STANLEY, CROUCHING AS IF 

STUNNED... THE CLEAVER SUNK DEEP 
IN HIS HEAD... THE HANDLE JUTTING 








ALEX HESITATED, A WAVE OF 

NAUSEA SWEEPING OVER HIM.STANLEY 
JUST CROUCHED THERE ,AS IF FROZEN. 
NOT STANDING , NOT FALLING...JUST 
STARING AT HIM WITH DEAD GLASSY 
EYES THAT SEEMED TO BURN WITH 
A FLAME OF SUDOEN UNDERSTANDING. 


| [THE HORROR OF IT. THE CLEAVER 


STICKING UPWARD. THE BLOOD 
CURTAINING DOWN OVER THE 
FROZEN SURPRISED FACE. ALEX 
TURNED AWAY, COVERING HIS EYES. 
HE WOULD REMEMBER IT ALWAYS... 
THE HORROR ОҒ IT, BEHIND HIM, 
































UPWARD AWKWA RDLY. 











D-D-DIE! Z/£, ALREADY ^ 


FALL DOWN AND 


HE HEARD STANLEY'S BODY SLUMP 
TO THE DAMP GROUNOD...| 
















он овр.../ ОЎ... 











THE HORRENDOUS DEED WAS DONE. LOATHE ТО GAZE 
UPON THE BLOOOY REMAINS OF HIS FORMER LAW PART-| 
NER, ALEX MOVED INTO THE TENT,PICKED UP HIS GUN 
AND THE KNAPSACK HE'O PACKED BREVIGUSESI AND 
ЕЛЕНЕ OUT ОҒ CAMP.. 


I'M RID OF HIM FOR 6000, EVERY- 
THING IS M/WE NOW. NO ONE AWOWS 
WE WERE UP HERE 7OGE7HER, THEY'LL 
THINK HE WAS ATTACKED BY А MANIAC. 

















REACHING HIS CAR. THE GUN АМО THE KNAPSACK АМО 
HIS HUNTING CLOTHES, INCLUDING THE SHOES THAT 
HAD LEFT TELL-TALE TRACKS AROUND THE CAMP,WERE 
CAREFULLY DISPOSED ОҒ... ALEX DUMPED THEM INTO A 
RIVER ON HIS WAY HOME. 


HE TRAVELED SWIFTLY THROUGH THE ало) 


ТНЕНЕ/ NOW ТО DRIVE 
ВАСК ТО ТНЕ СІТҮ АМО 
SNEAK INTO THE 
APARTMENT... 














ALEX ARRIVED AT HIS APARTMENT BUILDING TOWARD 
MORNING. HE SLIPPED BACK IN THE SAME WAY HE'D LEFT... 
THROUGH THE CAVERNOUS CATACOMB-LIKE CELLAR, WHEN 
HE REACHED HIS PENTHOUSE DOOR, HE QUIETLY LIFTED 

THE 'DO-NOT-DISTURB' SIGN FROM THE KNOB... 
























PERFECTI MY ALIBI IS PERFECT ^ ГУЕ 
BEEN /W MY APARTMENT SINCE YESTERDAY 
AFTERNOON’ UD FELT 7/2 AND DION'T 
EVEN 60 WITH STANLEY ON HIS 





ALEX SMILED. IT HAO ALL BEEN SO SIMPLE, HE | 
SLIPPED THEKEY INTO THE LOCK AND TURNED IT 
QUIETLY. THE DOOR SWUNG OPEN, ALEX STEPPED IN, 
THE DAWN LÍGHT WAS JUST BEGINNING TO FILTER 
THROUGH THE HUGE FRENCH DOORS LEADING OUT 
| ONTO THE BALCONY... | 
UM Now TO GET UWDRESSEP AND RING 
DOWN FOR BREAKFAST. I'LL.. ULL... 
HUH? SOMEONE'S OUT THERE ... 
ON THE BALCONY f I.I.. 


t LORD! Ц 





















































FEAR ANO REVULSION POUNDEO | | WHEN HE OPENED HIS EYES, THE 


THE SILHOUETTE ON THE BALCONY 
OOWN INTO ALEX'S td FIGURE ON THE BALCONY WAS GONE. 


MOVED TOWARD THE FRENCH DOORS... 
THE EARLY MORNING SUNLIGHT 
GLEAMING ON THE STEEL BLAOE OF 
THE GLEAVER STUCK IN ITS HEAD. 













HE LIFTED HIS CLENCHED FISTS TO | | ALEX STARED OUT AT WHERE IT HAD 
HIS MOUTH, CLOSEO HIS EYES ANO EBEN .SICK...TREMBLING.. = 
5СВЕАМЕО... 14778 ALL MY IMAGINATION. 
STANLEY'S Q£A0/ HE'S BACK 
UPSTATE... DEEP IN THE 
WOODS. UW SEEING THINGS... 













































THERE WAS A POUNDING ON THE FRONT DOOR. ALEX 
SPUN AROUND. A VOICE ORIFTED THROUGH... — — 
YOU ALL RIGHT, I'M..I'M Ғ/МЕ,5АММҮ. 
MR. MELTON? I... I WAS HAVING A 840 
OREAM, І..І JUST 
WOKE UP ER..WILL YOU 
HAVE МҮ BREAAFAST 


ен 











ALEX LISTENED ТОТНЕ FOOTSTEPS OF THE HOUSE- 
PORTER FADING AWAY DOWN THE HALL. HE HURRIED 


TOWARD 1 THE BEDROOM... [р 









Бел лен 


Ке 


55 
| Sal! 


THE FIGURE STOOD IN THE CENTER OF THE BEORDOM | Aux COVERED n HIS EYES, SHUTTING OUT THE HOR- | 


FLOOR... ITS GLASSY EYES STARING OUT FROM THE BLOOD- 
GOVERED ҒАСЕ...ТНЕ CLEAVER STICKING AWKWAROLY OUT | 


RIBLE SIGHT, АМО WHEN НЕ ОРЕМЕО THEM AGAIN, 








TH-THAT'S BETTER? L..T'VE 
GOT TO PULL MYSELF JOGETHER. 
MY NERVES ARE SHOT... e 


NO! JO т WON'T 
LOOKS ТОМУ 











ALEX UNDRESSEO QUICKLY AND SLIPPED INTO ALEX SLIPPED INTO А ORESSING-ROBE ANO OPENED THE | 
HIS PAJAMAS. HE'D JUST FINISHEO BUTTONING ч I 
| ҮНЕМ WHEN THE KNOCK ON THE DOOR ANNOUNCED | 






OKAY, SAMMY f 
JUST ONE MINUTE 

















[THe Fiure stooo BEHIND ES AFTER THE HOUSE-PORTER LEFT, ALEX SAT ООММ ANO 
EYES WIDE AND BURNING. ITS HEAD TILTED CRAZ-| | STAREO AT THE UNAPPETIZING FOOD. THERE WAS NO HUN- 
{LY AS IF THE CLEAVER IMBEOOED THERE WAS TOO | | GER IN НІМ... NO DESIRE TD EAT. HE'O ONLY OROERED THE 
HEAVY, ALEX CLDSEO HIS EYES, TURNING AWAY. | ЕООО TO ESTABLISH HIS ALIBI. HE RETCHEO ANO LOOKEO 
I SAIO, WHAT'SA MATTER, 7” N-NOTHING, LAWAY ра авии 

MR. МЕ ТОМ? SAMMY? NOTHING! , он,6007 о” Ж 

JUST WHEEL iT OVER NOT 46A/W^ 

THERE TO THE COUCH, 
EH? 

















































ALEX JAM MEO HIS EYES SHUT. 
WHEN HE OPENEO THEM, THE 
APPARITION WAS GONE... 


iwi) I'VE GOT TO HAVE А 
ЗА DRINK I'M А NERVOUS 
ғ 


НЕ STAGGERED ACROSS THE HUGE 
LUXURIOUS LIVING-RODM TO THE 

WELL-APPOINTEO BAR. THE GURG- 
LING WHISKEY POURING INTO THE 
GLASS SOUNOEO LIKE OISTANT 

LAUGHTER.. PEE S y ыы 
IT'S ALL IN MY MIND’ 
1 АЕР SEEING WHAT 


ISN'T THERE? 1KEEP .. 
< 









IT 57000 THERE.. BLOODY. SWAYING. 
ITS EYES BULGING...ITS TEETH BAREO 
IN A DEATH-GRIN. . [—— 


60 AWAYS 
60 AWAY? 

















AS HE LIFTED THE GLASS TO HIS 








| HIM. GROTESOUE APPALLING 
SICKENING 


















THE LIQUOR BOTTLE SMASHEO 
LIPS, THE FIGURE STOOD BEFORE | ON THE POLISHEO HAROWOOD 
FLOOR. ALEX SHUT HIS EYES. 


YOU'RE WOT ` 


THERE, I DON'T 
REALLY SEE YOU! 





[HE oPENEO His EYES. THE FIGURE 
GRINNEO AT НІМ STUPIOLY BLOOOY 
..THE SHINING CLEAVER WEDGEO 


LOEEP IN ITS SKULL... | 











| 














I WON'T LOOK! І WON'T. 
YOU CAN'T MAKE MES 











HE CLAMPEO THE EYE SHUT AGAIN, WITH HIS EYES 
SHUT, НЕ COULON'T SEE THE HORRIBLE SIGHT. WITH 
EYES SHUT,HE WAS FREE OF IT, HE WAITED... 
AFTER A WHILE, I'LL SETTLE 
DOWN, IT'LL GO AWAY! A ORINK 

I NEEO A ORINK 








Не нит BS EYES AGAIN, SHUTTING OUT THE THE AwFuL| | ONE MINUTE PASSED, Two. ALEX OPENEO ONE EYE... 
SIGHT... —3 











НЕ TURNED WITH SHUT EYES TO THE BAR .FEELING 
FOR А GLASS, A BOTTLE, KNOCKING THEM OVER ,SPILL- 
ING, SMASHING, FINALLY, IN DESPERATION,HE OPENED | 
HIS EYES. THE FIGURE WAS BEHINO THE BAR NOW., 
SMIRKING АТ НІМ... 














[IT was TORTURE FOR HIM, TRYING TO MOVE ABOUT 
| WITH SHUT EYES.. TRYING TO FIND HIS CIGARETTES, 
A MATCH... TRYING TO SATISFY HIS CRAVINGS. НЕ 

COULDN'T HEZP OPENING HIS EYES. AND WHEN НЕ 
|010, THE FIGURE WAS ALWAYS THERE. FINALLY.. - 


^ BLINOFOLO 7 I'LL FOOL HIM. Y 
I'LL SHOW HIM I CAN BEAT HIM. J 


Z 


















HE SAT WITH THE BLINOFOLD OVER HIS EYES .. SAT 
ALL MORNING AND INTO THE AFTERNOON. SAMMY CAME 
AND WENT, ALEX REFUSING LUNCH. HE STAGGERED 

| AROUND THE APARTMENT. | 

















HE FELT THE CIGARETTE URN PITCH OVER, DROP TO 


ING FOR THEM, CURSING,REACHING, NOT FINDING DNE. 





THE FLOOR. HE WENT TO HIS HANDS AND KNEES,FEEL-| 





FINALLY HE TORE THE BLINOFOLO FROM HIS EYES .. 





Tut FIGURE was THERE, LYING ON THE FLOOR, GRIN~ 
NING UP AT HIM 






























BEFORE HIM, BARRING HIS | 


wor NOL I'L 
Ie а 































| [WHEREVER HE LOOKED... THE НЕ FOUND WHAT HE WAS LOOKING 
FIGURE. HE RUMMAGED THROUGH | |FOR...LIFTED IT IN A WHITE-KNUCKLED 
KITCHEN DRAWERS . TREMBLING FIST... 
TE 


YOU CAW'T MAKE 
МЕ SEE YOU... 















- "тетт 


[Тє PAIN .THE SCREAMING ALEX MUST HAVE FAINTED AFTER! | AND THEN, AN ETERNITY LATER, 
UNBEARABLE PAIN OF PLUNGING THAT. SWALLOWED UP INTO HIS | HE FELT HANDS TOUCHING HIM, 
THE ICE PICK FIRST INTO DNE EYE, | | SELF-IMPOSED DARKNESS. НЕ MOVING ABOUT HIS BLIND EYES . 





THEN INTO THE OTHER...ANO THE FLOATED IN IT. HEARING THE UNWRAPPING BANOAGES... 
WELCOME DARKNESS THAT FOLLDWED, | | FAINT SCREAM OF A DISTANT THERET; 

SAMMY'S FACE BLANCHED WHITE SIREN. THE MUTTERING OF SU8- THERE THERE: 

WHEN HE SAW ALEX KNEELING ON | | DUED VOICES..THE SOUND OF А 

THE KITCHEN FLOOR... BLDOD MOTOR... THE SWEET SMELL OF 


POURING DOWN HIS CHEEKS LIKE 
CRIMSON TEARS.. 


6000 LORD 


ANESTHETIC.. 





























STANLEY / НЕ WOULD 4LWAYS SEE STANLEY. 

THERE WOULD BE HO ESCAPES HEVER HERE... - 

HERE IN THIS HOSPITAL ROOM, STANLEY WAS 

STARIHG АТ HIM .THE MEAT-CLEAVER SHIHIHG 

IH THE REHT SKULL. ALEX LEAPEO FRON THE BED . 
THERE'S ANOTHER WAY, | 

STANLEY! AWOTHER WAY. 


HE GOULD SEE AGAIN, GOD, THEY HAD MADE HIM SEE. 
THEY HAO REPAIRED HIS STABBED AND BLEEOING EYES 
AND HE COULD MAKE OUT THE FIGURE BEFDRE НІМ. DIM, 
HAZY, SWAYING. WITH 4 GLEAW/HG OBJECT STICK- 
tHE OUT OF THE СЕНГЕН OF ITS HEAD... 


OH, LORD... NO! 

































db o HEN 


THE SPLINTERING OF GLASS... THE FADING SCREAM ...THE THUD SO THAT'S MY YARH, KIDDIES. ALEX 

OF A BODY RUPTURING AND SMASHING AGAINST SOLID CON— FINALLY GOT 2/0 OF STANLEY FOR GOOD... 
CRETE TWELVE STORIES BELOW. ALEX HAD SOLVED HIS PROB- | | BY GETTING RID OF A/MSELF..O/770. ANY- 
LEM. THE FIGURE WITH THE SHINING OBJECT ІМ THE CENTER BOOY WANT TO BUY A SPLATTERED CORPSE? | 
OF ITS HEAD MOVED TO THE WINDOW AND LOOKED DOWN, THE THERE'S ONE OUTSIDE CITY HOSPITAL. WO? 
SUNLIGHT GLINTED UPON HIS HEAD-REFLECTOR AS THE DOCTOR HOW ABOUT ONE WITH A CLEAVER ІМ ITS 
SHRUGGED SADLY... = á HEAD? UPSTATE ,NEAR А 
CAMPING SITE, THERE'S... | 



































PELE WADE WO? HNMPH" CHEAP 
SKATES/ WELL. THIS | 
IS G.K., TURNING YOU 
BACK TO VW., 








THE 
VAULT-KEEPER'S 





President епа CEO—Stephen A. Geppi 


Dear Vault-Keeper, 


I love your comics, they're Da Bomb! You see, my dad told 
me there was a CRYPT comic book. | got excited! Then 
one day i went to Atomic Comics and my brother found 
[sorne] 


A few days later | found VAULT 17 and bought it | love you 
end Crypt-Keeper | hate Old Witch, she's stupid i also got 
a CRYPT comic, but your's is better Remember, you're Da 
Bomb! 


Horror Man Mike Phoenix, AZ 
My name is Alex Gley i am a very big fan of "Notorious 
1950s EC Comics? with THE VAULT OF HORROR and 
TALES FROM THE СНҮРТ and "The Witch's Cauldron" | 
em meking this letter because | wes wondenng if you 
(VAULT) could send me a free copy of VAULT vol 1 Thank 
you 


Alex Gley, 18 Elmhurst, IL 


The softcover ‘ennuel’ for $8.95 made from these comics, 
orthe $20 herdbeck erchive-like books shot directly from 
the original ert? Either wey-no freebies! A ghoul's.gotta 
eat! NK 


Dear VK, 


I'd never read VAULT 20 before. “Easet Kill Yal” held me in 
е spell of morbid fascination The demented deeds of the 
angry artist cen hardly be condoned, yet there is 
something strangely compelling in the self-reelization he 
undergoes efter meeting his beautiful upstairs neighbor 
His introspection has a familiar ring of truth to which we 
can all relate in some small way Indeed, there is a fine line 
between love end hate They aren't so much opposites es 
they are but two manifestations of human passion. 


Far and away my favorite story in this issue is Bradbury's 
“Тһе Lake" Being a hopeless romantic in a world of sad 
realities and senseless tregedies, | was very moved by this 
story (1 could try to describe the degree, but I'm sure 
you'd think | was exaggerating} Oh, and Orfando's ert is 
enchanting "The Lake" instently ranks as one of my all 
time favorite EC stories 


Rick Olson Minneepolis, MN 


Dear Vault-Keeper, 


1 love your comics! My Mom loves them tool | think The 
CK sucks! His show has most of your stories on them! My 
favorite story is "Mask of Horror" Do you read Steven 
King? І do Hey could you get Russ to give me a auto- 
graph. 


Rusty Kelley Austin, TX 


Publisher—Russ Cochren 


Ahe! First the butter, then the sqqueeze! Yes, | read King, 
end occasionelly even decode his texts. But | don't heve 
eny extra King eutographs lying ebout. Did you know King 
is ectually MY fan? Sure, you didi -VK 


Dear Vault-Keeper, 


Re Issue 19, | nitpick below, not unmindful thet (heving 
worked under pubfication deadlines myself) EC churned 
out matenal of unprecedented and unsurpessed quality 


"Split Personality!” gets into astrophysics (worm-holes 
mentioned in your intro) and linguistics. Albert the linguis- 
tie allusion Is incorrect. telephone clicks aren't sibilent 
(sounds like S and Z, for which the sound stream does not 
completely stop), they are clicks (the articulation of which 
necessitetes e complete stopage of the sound stream), 
such are found in some African langueges (e g · the songs 
of Meriam Makibo in the 1970s) 


In “Who Donut?", an octopus’ suckers don't ingest, they 
merely suck (es do the holes in this story) Nor do they 
scar the victim, indeed, on fellow cephalopod the squid 
only the suckers on the two long reeching tentecles (as 
opposed to the eight grasping tentacles) can inflict scars. 
Octopi have no reaching tentacles, hence, no way to inflict 
tentacle scars 


NEXT ISSUE 





in "Practical Choke!" revenge is predicated on the 
intestinal fortitude of the unidentified victim. This tale is 
tha disembodiment of humor (and vice versa). 


*Notes to Youl" featured playful language throughout, 
from alliteration run riot in the Old Witch’s intro to the final 
puns | found myself wondenng who could've written the 
letters-perhaps. . Тһе Kilionaire? 


Re. Issue 20: Ою the first car crash in “Easel Kill Ya!” 
because the suicidal, unnamed artist is kneeling in the 
middle of the rain-slickened road? In WEIRO SCIENCE, 
this story could've gotten going good f he was also the 
driver of the car, and fatally flattened his drenched dop- 
pelganger an route to his contemplated suicide, entitling 
the resulting painting "Oon't Tread on Me". 


As a side-interest, | started a list of words that have the 
most repatitions of each letter, with seperate categories 
for dictionary entries and literary constructs (eg , as found 
in ап EC comic) As the peach-chewing wife says 
*Gggghhhh" when the poker clobbers her, she ties 'gig- 
gling’ (also 4 Gs) and surpasses ‘heathenish’ (3 Hs). And, 
as The Old Witch concludes the issue with *S-S-S-S-S-S- 
S" (7 Ss), she surpasses 'assesses' (5 Ss) Keep up the 
good workl 


Through No Vauit of My Own (I Vault to be Alone), 
Bob Gorby Camarillo, СА 


Remember, that waa е mechanical rotary dial, not the 
ioylike beep-beep button ubiquitous today! 


You are obviously unfamiliar with the pecullar crossbreed 
octobatapus; half vampira bet, half octopus, half 
clotheshorse. That's three helves! He'a ao big, һе can 
wear an overcoatl -VK 


Hello, Againl 


Time to review VAULT 18 Megnificent Johnny Craig horror 
cover: Ағ! 


“Split Personality!" had excellent artwork by Craig and 
writing by ? tell us! Susen and Amy did kill a guitty 'honey- 
tongued' @*x!?m conniving con-man, but he already hed 
a bleached spot on the back of his head (page 7-panel 1) 
before Susan dabbed a few drops of peroxide on Edwin’s 
hair that night. 


“Who Qoughnut?": Oscar the octopus (I thought it was 
Calvin calamari). 


You mention in your ed in ‘Previews’ magezine about the 
characters being familiar in the story “Practical Chokel", 
one looks like Bill Gaines Who are the other two guys? 


A EC fan's dream come true is the comic book display іп 
Mr. Popkin's candy store in the compelling story "Notes To 
You!" by Ghastly. 


УОН #20, “The Lake"; Tally: Rest In Paace. 
Oavid Oellario Kensington, CT 


In “Split” don't confusa tha back with tha top of the head! 
Could ba embarrassingl (“Remember, friend, as you pass 
by.) -VK 


I wrote to you previously about the “Vault of Horror" movie, 
pranje kiy b ОЛЫ whith врева W. ste C NFTA d 








regards to the “Tales From The Crypt” flick But after 
rereading the letter, | wanted to point out an error in your 
response 


It is true that the following EC comic adaptations 
appeared in the “Tales From The Crypt” film (1972): 
"Reflection Of Oeath” "Poetic Justice” "Wish You Were 
Here; and “Blind Alleys” But, the first segment was not 
“Collection Completed” es yoy suggested, it was “And All 
Through The House” (a grim Yuletide feble in which an 
escaped homicidal mental patient dons a Sante Cleus 
costume, and stalks Joan Collins in her house, momenta 
after she has slaughtered her hubby). Just thought that 
you and your readers might went to know In which issue 
does this jolly little Christmas tale appear? 


Incidentelly, both the "Crypt" and "Vault" movies are supa- 
nor to the HBO series, in thet they capture the subtle but 
GRUESOME fiavor of the classic EC comics If you don't 
believe me, just wetch Peter Cushing's poignant portrayal 
of the garbege man in “Poetic Justice” inspired by 
Graham Ingels' GHASTLY mesterpiece (HAUNT #12). 


| just received Volume 3 (issues 1+15) of your CRYPT, 
VAULT, and HAUNT annuals in the mail “Bargain In 
Oeath!” (CRYPT 12) was a truly GRRRISLY tale (featured іп 
the “Vault Of Horror” flick). Keep up the GHOUL work, and 
tell The Old Witch that | want to jump her decrepit old 
moldenng BONES! Frightfully yours, 


Joe Grotenrath Il 


I think I've since corrected The Crypt-Keeper'a (not Russ’) 
feebla memory and listed full, correct contents for both 
Amicus films. Tha Santa fiend will ba In our VAULT 24. Are 
you and The Old Witch ptaying checkers by теШ) -VK 


Alexandria, VA 


NEXT ISSUE 


AGNES TRIED TO DISCOURAGE MR. 
HORTON... 


PLEASE, МВ. HORTON, 

DONT JORTURE YOUR- 

SELF. REMEMBER HER 

AS SHE WAS. NOT... NOT 
LIKE 7/6... 





And now, purloined ietters from tha desk of Tha Crypt- 
Keeper (ha was in tha rumpus room watching a video of 
his HBO show, so | took tha iibartyl): 


In CRYPT #18, Julia Ross axposed the fact that a few EC 
writers occasionally borrowad from authors, such as F 
Marion Crawford Although | cannot магу this additional 
info, і believa F Marion Crawford's story, "For the Blood is 
Lita’ is also en EC tale If memory serves me correctly the 
inspiration became e VAULT tala, “A Bloody Undertaking!", 
Both stories have suspected vampira activity as well as 
Suspicious charactars (the suspacted vampires). Dnly at 
the end of aach story doas the reader discover tha vam- 
pires' true idantttes, a result of the innocents’ hornble 
fates! 


Eloise Radke Gilbert, AZ 


СК has only ona book on his shelf (and ha hasn't finished 

coloring it yet), so i'ii have to rely on my readars to con- 

firm or deny. "Undartaking" eppaars in my VAULT 13. 
NK 


Do you hate Vault-Kaapar? | hate him. What issue is "The 
Third Little Pig" in? If you know, can you send ma that 


My fave stories are "Attacks of Horror" "None But the 
Lonely Heart" and “By the Fnght of the Silvery Moon!" My 
favorite TV episodes are "Tha Third Little Pig" and tha one 
whera а [?] stays at this guys housa, the guy kills him, 
chops off his legs, puts him in the coffin and then at tha 
and the guy sees him with crutches and no feet, and he 
hits tha guy with a crow bar What's that one called? Your 
fnand, 


Adem Rothra 


Ho, hoi Now, | сап but Adam on my ‘needs professionai 

help’ iisti According 

to Myron Jamas, “The Third Pig" (correct titia) was never 

an EC story, but an HBO originai. Tha other episode you 

synopsiza could be ‘calied “А Typicai Day in tha Crypt” 

Tha othar is ilkely “Wa Ain't Got No Body!” VAULT 17. 
-VK 


While vacationing on a tropical baach resort in Malaysia 
my video camera, wallet and othar valuable items wera 
stolen As you can tell from the polica report | naturally 
listad emong the stolen items my most prized 
possessions - my comic books: 1. CRYPT. 2. VAULT 


Unforunately the thiaf is stil on the prowl and the spoils 
were never recovered, but what really gets my gruesome 
goat is that since comics are so difficult to buy here | 
never had tha chance to read the October tssues!! 


i guass I'll just have to wait until next yaar when | visit my 
brother in Nashville, to reed those comics You sea, my 
brother also ioves your horrid tales as much as me (if not 
mora) and has turned a room in his house into a shrina to 
your comics You (уай) may remamber his hauntingly, 
butt-ugly face – you printed his lettar and photo of his very 
own baseball card over 2 years ago Your friend on tha 
othar side of the world, 


James P Bowers 
Q-6-D Tiara Damansara Apts. 


Section 17-1 Petaling Jaya 
Malaysia 46400 


You know, Tha Old Witch vacationed in Asia iast year, end 
cama back with tanned nosa and toes and sand in her 
sandais. Do you supposa. . . -VK 


JAMES’ FLIMSY 
(Pole 355—P 363) 
BALAI POLIS. 
Sapa yang ambil report 5 LL 
Waktu dan haribulun repo. 4150 фм Sept 26, age ° 
Nama Jeng) pee Bowee$ 025764924 
2 
lelaki atau Ветеран {ALE ато 27 _ 
keturunan_ AMER AY „bahasa Enghsh 
pererjpan flanis Cone tempat зара 
Q-o-) Tate Damansara fot. pS 8322 pendakwa itu. 
Sect 17 Wen А751 XM 142 oy 282% 
шсш "ZETA 6 
Wert jumm sy From 12-12 4S ym ot The Empenn 
Reset, Lest oy үу АЕ бе, sasali ` tuel s- fi 
Chur oak went Ее e walk k Cloe medp 
Hber cefernng абе Ё ел Йес Inter © ләй 
blest беу toed. Gene bet My Suadals 4 duel 
Сеуле. Contents pE black bag, _ 
1. share Video comers 
A. bad fey churser fe diet, A vider topes 
2. Walled 5 
ay — Rm 
ЖЕШ ТЕ (a usss) 
C. mule dm card 
ылау 
0. Paweh lente (Zee wove) 
3 М.А ve. # aiy 
HO come banki 
A. GALES Fresa тие єЖүрї 
8. vaueT ef Woerog, 

































































Atso avallabla this month are WEIRD FANTASY and TWO-FISTED TALES 
Watch for HAUNT, CRIME and FRONTLINE COMBAT next month. Don't 
forget HAUNT, FRONTLINE СОМААТ and CRIME! Gat them at your local 
comic book shop or SUBSCRIBE (see our ad In this comic) 


BACK ISSUES: CRYPT #1, SOLD OUT; FRONT 41-4, $2 aach, all others 
up thru Issua #3, $1.50 each; CRYPT, W SCI & SHOCK 44-16, and 
VAULT, W FAN, 2FIST, HAUNT and CRIME 94-15, $2 each АН others, 
82.50 each 


Dont forgat tha antira 1l-Issue run of WEIRD SCIENCE- 
FANTASY/INCREDIBLE SCIENCE FICTION (#1-3, $1.50 aach; 44-11, $2 
each) and the 18 issues of SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES (41-3, $1 5O each, 
44-15, $2.00 each; #16- 18, $2 50 each)! 


Add $5 per order ($10 outsida US) for S&H 


Ма want letters! Write to. 
VAULT 
GEMSTONE 
Poe 469 
WEST PLAINS MO 65775 


THiS COMIC REPRINTS 
VAULT OF HORROR “#32” (#21, AUG/SEP 53) 
CDVER by Johnny Craig 
“Whirlpool” 
“Dut of His Head!” 
“An Ampla Sample” 
“Funareal Disease” 


Johnny Craig 
Jack Davis 
George Evans 
Graham Ingals 
We welcome letters of comment, We cannot promise to scknowiedgs, publish or enswer lott 
We adit for clarity accuracy and length We automatically withhold street address and zip 


unless you clearly stete you wish them published We attempt to acknowledge publication of 
letters. to do so we need your address on the individus letter 





HERE'S A SWEET TERROR-TALE wa 
WITH AN APPETIZING WIND-UP! 







WERE OVERFLOWING FROM HIS EYES. ACTUALLY, IF YOU LOOKED CLOSELY 
TELL, HE RRIED A SAW AND HAMMER iN HIS HANOS... А. 


IRWIN CROSSEO THE FRONT LAWN АМО SLOSHEO UP 
THE STEPS TO THE PROTECTION OF THE PORCH OF 
THE HOUSE NEXT OOOR. HE RANG THE BELL... 
WHY, /AW/N” YOU'RE SOAA-Y 1. І WANTED TO, 
ING МЕТ” YOU OlON'T BERT f. I'VE Z/W/SHED. 
HAVE TO RETURN THOSE / CARE TO SEE WHAT 
THINGS ZOW/GHT. I MADE...? 





IRWIN PUSHED PAST BERT. ОМ INTO 
THE LIVING ROOM... AND SAT DOWN. 
BERT LOOKED СТ HIM, THERE WAS 
SOMETHING STRANGE ABOUT IRWIN 
TONIGHT, SOMETHING D/FFEREAT... 


How's HANNAH, HANNAH? WHY... 





Пам NEIGHBOR HESITATED.. | [RWIN TURNED TO GO. BERT PUT 
` — — н 
WELL, IRWIN. I'D..I'D | ALL OUT HIS НАМО, TOUCHING IRWIN'S 


LIKE TO, BUT..THE мент, | ЕМ 

RAIN... T..COULDN'T BERT. HOLD ON, IRWIN f 

Іт wait UNTIL Д TOMORROW. | DOW'7 FEEL BAD. 
TOMORROW? -- 1714. COME OVER 

p SOON AS THE 

| RAIN LETS UP. | 



















WILL YOU, 
BERT? SWELL 
ULL WAIT 
НЕВЕ М//У 
You. 
























IRWIN TURNEO AWAY SO THAT BERT WOULON'T SEE 
THAT THE OROPLETS RUNNING OOWN HIS CHEEKS SEEMED TO CLOUO UP DARK, AND HIS EYES HAO А FAR- 
WERE REAL TEARS, TH/S TIME... [AWAY LOOK ABOUT THEM... 

V wuat's WRONG, IRWIN? BERT, І P 1 4 WILL YOU 2/67Ғ/У, BERT? GO AHEAD,OLO MAN, 
YOU'RE NOT YOURSELF А WILL YOU LISTEN TO THE |. GET IT OFF YOUR CHEST ^| 
TONIGHT 7 WHAT'S E - WHOLE STORY? YOU'LL FEEL BETTER f 
BOTHERING vous Фр Z < V |= 
















Trwin's VOICE WAS FULL OF THE SADNESS OF LONG- 

AGO MEMORIES AND OLD SOUVENIRS PACKED AWAY IN 

DUSTY BOXES IN DARK ATTICS. fT WAS TOUCHED WITH 
THE SADNESS OF LOST YOUTH AND A FADING SUMMER, 
WHEN LEAVES DRY AND FALL FROM GREYING TREES... 
LET ME 7ZZ£ YOU ABOUT HANNAH, BERT. LET ME 
ТЕЦ. YOU ABOUT A HANNAH YOU NEVER KNEW. 
THE HANNAH I MARRIED ..TEW YEARS AGO... 










“SHE WAS JH/H THEN, BERT, YES, IT'S HARO TO BELIEVE 
BUT SHE WASI SHE WASN'T THE MOST BEAUTIFUL 
CREATURE ON EARTH, BUT NEITHER WAS Z THE MOST 


УС ANO I LOVEO HER. I REMEMBER OUR WED- 













WE ARE GATHERED TOGETHER 
UNDER THE SIGHT OF GOD, ТО JOIN ра 
TOGETHER THIS МАМ AND THIS 
WOMAN IN HOLY MATRIMONY 



















` I was MAKING ГУРГУ А WEEK 
BACK THEN,BERT, OF COURSE , IN 
THOSE DAYS, А COUPLE COULO GET 
HAVE MA/TEQ, THE LITTLE THAD} | ALONG ON THAT...1F THEY SPENT IT 
LEFT WENT FOR THE FIRST WISELY, BUT HANNAH DEVELOPED А 
MONTH'S QENT FOR THE HOUSE VICE А SHORT TIME AFTER WE WERE 
MARRIED. CANDY 


HAVE SOME, Y HANNAH! THIS 


"MAYBE I NEVER SHOULD HAVE 
GOTTEN MARRIED ON 50 £/77L. 
MONEY BERT. MAYBE I SHOULD 


VÄND I REMEMBER THE DELIGHTFUL) 
THREE-DAY HONEYMOON WE SPENT 
AT ATLANTIC CITY. IT TOOK ALMOST 
|444 OF MY SAVINGS. 
I LOVE WT TOO BAD WEY 
HERE, IRWIN. HAVE TO GO 
BACK TOMORROW, 































IRWIN. TRY BOX OF CANDY 

THESES THEY'RE | MUST HAVE COST 

OEL/C/OUS/ / TWO OOLLARS. 
YOU KNOW WE 


CAN'T AFF ORO ITE 









Í "SEES THERE'S A O/AGRAM BUT HANNAH” IT'S 
ON THE SOX-COVER. IT TELLS 50 EXPENSIVE” 
YOU WHAT А/МО OF CANDY 
EACH ONE /Š... 


` MAYBE IT WAS ALL M) FAULT, BERT. MAYBE THE 
CANDY HANNA CRAVED WAS A SUBSTITUTE FOR А 
CRAVING OF HERS THAT I, AS HER HUSBAND, COULDN'T 
SATISFY. ANYWAY, SHE KEPT BUYING IT.. BON AFTER 










V HANNAH T ANOTHER BOX N LOOK, IRWIN. ISN'T 

OF CANDY ?f BUT YOU JUST |THIS A WONDERFUL 

BOUGHT ONE THREE DAYS AGO. IDEA? IT'S A 
WHITEMAN 
SAMPLE-BOX © 
ж кере 2 


l WATCH, IRWIN? THE DIAGRAM SAYS ‘THE MORE x OBJECTEO, THE MORE GANOY HANNA! 
THIS ONE 15 А CARAMEL, 50,1 QEVOUREO, THAT'S HOW SHE GOT SD FAT, BERT. 


BITE 2/70 IT AND... SEE..CARAMEL 7, | EATING САМОУ..' 
YOU DON'T HAVE TO GUESS / HANNAH, I..I NEED SOME 50605. 
3 MY 040 ONES ARE FALLING APART. 
X PUT SOME MOWEY IN THIS SUGAR 
BOWL, WHAT HAPPENEO TO IT? 





=e — M a чч — — 


—À —— 5 еди------ --- » 

Сїт GOT SO БАО, НАННАН BEGAN | YOU DON'T KNOW THE ANGUISH [^ Yo NEVER KNEW THAT HANNAH | 

| TAKING MONEY THAT WE NEEDED | , I WENT THROUGH, BERT. HANNAH HAD ONCE BEEN THIN AND ATTRAC- | 

\ FOR NECESSITIES, АМО SPENT IT ' GAINED MORE AND MORE WE/GHT.| È TIVE, DID YOU BERT? І NEVER TOLD 

} ON HER BLASTED CANDY...’ 1 & REMEMBER WHEN YOU MOVED IN? , YOU. І WAS TOO ASHAMED { 
1 L 


Y < 

ANOTHER , THEYRE MY THE МАМЕ" 5 IRWIN'S MY =? HAVE ONE, BERT. V NO THANKS,) МІСЕ 
WHITEMAN FAVORITE? у | NAME. AND THAT'S, | JUST PICK OUT 
SAMPLE-BOX. | WHAT YOU LIKE 
THAT'S THE қ FROM THE DIAGRAM 


THIRD THIS 



































` Dio You KNOW т WORE THE SAWE SHABBY OVER SAVE UP OUT OF your 
COAT FOR SEVEN YEARS, BERT, BECAUSE I COULIW'T 


AFFORD TO BUY А MEW ONE?’ 
HANNAHI YOU'VE GOT TO 
STOP THIS. YOU'RE SPENOING 
ALMOST JEW DOLLARS A 

WEEK ON CANDY ^ 


"X NEED A NEW OVERCOAT. 
$ HANNAH. WINTER'S 
$ COMING ON, AND THERE'S 

NO WARMTH LEFT 

U^. IN MINES 
















I TAKE CARE oF my | 
NEEDS OUT ОҒ МУ [ 
ALLOWANCE. YOU ТАКЕ | 
CARE OF YOUR NEEDS OUT 
OF YOURS ^ 

















d — е ж ж Ф ер oe ee _ 
fi Sue was UNREASONABLE, BERT. WHEN L 60Т мү = | 
1 ҒА/6Е,Е DON'T FELL HER. L COULDN'T? I WAS 
WEARING SHIRTS WITH FRAYED COLLARS... TIES THAT 1 
' WOULON'T DkY-CLEAN..WORN-DUT SHOES. T SAVED 


l THE EXTRA FIVE DOLLARS I GOT EACH WEEK AND HID ! 


te a m m 

BUT I GIVE YOU MY WHOLE 
| SALARY, HANNAH. I ONLY 
GET THREE DOLLARS А 
WEEK FOR САЯҒАЛҒ AND 
LUNCH MONEY. 


EAT SMALLER 
LUNCHES... 













1 FROM HER. 





— m — —À—MMÀM M а ц ———— M —— 







Т — к” — нт 
SHE FOUND THE MONEY, BERT. | | TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS. TWENTY- Í `S HE BOUGHT FOUR FIVE~ POUND 

TODAY, WHILE I WAS AT WORK FIVE DOLLARS THAT I WAS SAV/NG , * WHITEMAN SAMPLE-BOXES, BERT. | 

| SHE FOUND /T..' 2 j 


FOR GLOTHES...CLOTHES L WEED % | FOUR OF THEM 7 
SPENT ҮТ! ALL HANNAH * I'M SET FOR 
| How GOULD TWO WEEKS, 


you? SLI 












i 





—— —  -— —T  ——rO 
JT SAW RED,BERT ! SOMETHING HAPPENED ТО ME. I | RWIN'S VOICE TRAILED OFF INTO A CHOKING SOB. 
FELT FUNNY AND MY HEART STARTED RACING WILOLY | BERT SHIFTED UNCOMFORTABLY...WAITING . THERE WAS 









AND THERE WAS А HEAT ІМ MY BODY THAT RUSHED А MOMENT DF SILENCE ... 

MADLY AROUND; BURNING OUTWARD IN MY HANDS...MY | [77 RWIN, IRWIN WHAT T MADE SOMETHING 
FACE. I LOOKED AT THE HALF-FINISHED WHITEMAN | DID YOU NEED THE BERTI SGMEFHINS 
SAMPLE-BOX WITH ITS DIAGRAM, AND THE OTHER FOR HANNAH! 


ee U - 
trwm? vont LOOK т © HANNAH... k E d = [Jn 
HANNAH... 3 [2 Cu 
— 


ME LIKE THAT 


saak А 


[Bear SHIVERED. HE FELT SUDDENLY FRIGHTENED. THE FEAR 

SWEPT OVER HIM, TURNING HIS STOMACH INTO TIGHT KNOT OF 

APPREHENSION. === 1 I MURDERED HER, BERT! 
НАЛМАН? I MURDERED HERS 





wa 
TRWIN STOOD UP... [RWIN WALKED TO THE DOOR. BERT] | THEY WALKED IN SILENCE ACROSS 
THE 4/15 STOPPEO, Т irum  BESITATED.... THEN FOLLOWED .. THE WET GRASS. 
BERT, YOU PROM/SEO 1 {T'S A ВОХ, BERT. ^s T. RO OR... 

YOU D COME SEE WHAT А 8/6 Box f A 


І МАОЕ SAMPLE -BOX / 





Ir was a SAMPLE-BOX, ALL RIGHT, JUST LIKE THE MA/TEMAM HEH,HEH. AND THAT'S MY SWEET- 
SAMPLE-BOXES HANNAH HADLOVEO SO DEARLY. ONLY 7///$ BOX WAS STORY FOR THIS ISSUE, KIDDIES. 
Too HUGE TO HOLD CANDY THIS BOX WAS JUST RIGHT FOR THE IRWIN'S IN A 240080 CELL NOW, 
GORY SAMPLES IT OID HOLO, АМО THE DIAGRAM CRUDELY SCRAWLED ON | PICKING THE 2//770/М5 OFF THE 
THE INSIDE OF ITS OPEN COVER IDENTIFIED AND DENOTED THE EXACT PADDING AND POPPING THEM INTO 
LOCATION OF EACH SEGMENT ОЕ HANNAH'S D/SMEMBERED АМО HIS MOUTH, AND WITH EACH ONE, 
DISSECTED BODY... HE SCREAMS 'GAAAMEL' BUT THE 
- GUARDS JUST PEER IN THROUGH 
zb - ч З THE LITTLE GLASS WINDOW IN THE 
CHOPPED | BRAIN & LEG DOOR, MAKE SURE HE'S NOT GYOK- 
NUT’ | EvyE@aLL DUG — I| гис To DEATH, AND SHAKE THEIR 
| HEADS. THEY NEVER SAW A GUY 
Ner SO CRAZY OVER САМОУ./ NOW 
` THE OLD WITCH AWAITS WITH 
TOOTñEç | SOUR HER GRUESOME GRUEL. 1 CAN 
Qoupie)> Д | SMELL 11 FROM HERE, 50.. 
0 p OROOPS, HA-TEN-SHUN! 
ЖЕРІ HOLD...NOSES EYES. RIGHT 
ç HEART 


j] 
TTE ОА 





НЕЕ, НЕЕ, SO IT'S W/HO-UP TIME N V.K.'S MAG AGAIN, AND J’ THE GAL WHAT CAN DO /7 UP BROWN, SO, 
WELCOME TO ZWE WAUHT OF FEAR, FIENDS. THIS 15 YOUR GREEPS-COOK, THE 040 WITCH, READY WITH 
ANOTHER REEK/NG RECIPE. HUHGRY FOR HORROR? 6000” THEN FEAST ON THE YOWL-YARH І CALL... 


ON NIGHTS WHEN THE WINO SWEPT OVER THE FAIRCHILO 
ESTATE AND SCREAMED THROUGH THE TREES AND М/НІ5- 
TLEO AROUNO THE LUXURIOUS MAIN -HOUSE .. WHEN 115 
CHILL CREPT INTO HIS AGEO BRITTLE BONES, WARNING 
НІМ OF HIS APPROACHING INEVITABLE OEATH ... OLD 
JASPER MILLIKEN WOULO SIT IN HIS SPARSELY FURN- 
ISHED GARDENER'S COTTAGE AND COUNT THE NEAT 
STACK OF WRINKLED BILLS THAT HE'D SAVED THROUGH- 
OUT HIS LIFE... 


4950...4960...4970... 
ONLY УРГУ DOLLARS 
MORE TO 60, AND MR. 
FAIRCHILD OWES ME MORE 

Т THAN THAT ALAEAOY... 


d 


Bur ON ONE PARTICULAR NIGHT, WHILE OLD JASPER, 
THE GARDENER, SMILED AND SIGHED AND FONDLED AND 
ADMINED HIS SAVINGS, AND THOUGHT ABOUT THE LIFE- 
LONG DREAM HIS MONEY WOULD FINALLY FULFILL, 
HIS EMPLOYER, NILES FAIRCHILO, SAT AT HIS DESK IN 
THE HUGE BOOK-LINED LIBRARY IN THE MAIN HOUSE 
AND LISTENED TO THE SAD VOICE OF HIS PERSONAL 
ACCOUNTANT, TOM KELTON.. 


THAT'S THE STORY, NILES, YOU'RE 
MORTGAGEO TO THE HILT? THEY'VE 
ALL REFUSED YOU MORE CREOIT 
UNTIL YOU PAY WHAT YOU OWES YOU'RE 





spore сошо Y том, 1 “vow 
SING IT! You YOU'RE IN THIS 
COULO ESTABLISH FOR ABOUT 
GREO/T ONCE %/5,000 ... 
МОНЕ... Ғ/44 THAT} BI 
GOVERNMENT 

ORDER...ANO 

YOU'O BE IN 

BUSINESS 


NOT A O/ME, 
NILES' I HAVENT 
GOT 1те rb 
LOVE TO HELPS 
LORD KNOWS. ГО 
LIKE TO A£COUP 
WHAT Z'VE SUNK 
/WTO THIS OEAL... 
BUT Ги BROKE” 


WHERE, TOM? 
WHERE CAN 
I RAISE 
$5,000? 
ГМЕ TAPPEO 
EVERY SOURCE 





I OON'T AWOW, 
NILES? I JUST 


THEN IT'S 
PRISON ANO 


OON'T KNOWS | RUIN FOR ME. 









IT was ON THAT DNE PARTICULAR NIGHT THAT NILES 
FAIRCHILO, FACING THE SHAME OF A BUSINESS FAILURE 
AND A JAIL TERM, WANOEREO OUT ONTO HIS WINO— 
SWEPT GROUNOS ANO ABSENTLY APPROACHEO THE 
FAINTLY-LIT GAROENER'S CDTTAGE 
WHAT CAN І 209 WHO CAN ЖЖ 
L TURN TO WHO WOULD 
LEND ME $5,000? 


THAT'S ABOUT THE S/Z£ DF IT,NILES. 

AND FIFTEEN GRANO OF WY ODUGH GOES 
DOWN THE ORAIN. ISN'T THERE AWYBOOY 
TOM? ANYBOOY YOU KNOW WHO COULO 
LENO YOU FIVE GRANO? 

























THE srARS WERE COLD AND THE MOÓN WAS COLD AND 
THE TREES GRUNTED AND SWAYED, WHISPERING WITH THE 
WIND. AND NILES FAIRCHILD PASSED OLD JASPER!'S 
DINGY COTTAGE AND LOOKED THROUGH THE UNCURTAINED 
WINDOW, AND HE SAW THE OLD МАН COUNTING THE 


NEAT STACK OF WRINKLED BILLS 


OLD JASPER STARTED AS THE HEAVY KNOCKING 
ECHOED THROUGH HIS CABIN. WHO COULD THAT BE 
THIS TIME OF NIGHT? WHO WOULO VISIT HIM...A 
LOWLY GAROENER? HE HIO THE MONEY HASTILY .. 









IT'SA£, JASPER! 
л. FAIRCH/LDF. 


FRE OL MAN SWUNG THE DOOR WIDE, MR 
FAIRCHILD SMILED DOWN AT нім, 


NILES FAIRCHILD'S GLANCE OARTED ARDUND THE DIMLY LIT 
CDTTAGE, THE MONEY WAS GDNE. 


lIDDEN, HE SAT DOWN 
HE WEIGHED HIS WORDS CAREFUL 


I'M..I'M IN А BIT OF TROUBLE, CAN'T PAY ME, 
JASPER. F/WANC/AL TROUBLE * MR FAIRCHILD? 
I WON'T GD /W7O IT BECAUSE IT'S | >s 
A LITTLE ТОО COMPLICATED 
FOR YOU TO UNOERSTAND, BUT... 
WELL... I CAN'T PAY YOU THIS 
MONTH! Ж 


IN FACT, JASPER,I FACE 


° á 
. Y LEND \т TO ME, VSS IT CAN SAVE 4 
BANKRUPTCY... RUIN... JASPER! І JEG ОҒ ME, JASPER SAVED ALL 
AND À POSSIBLE You! т АЖО YOU 
JA/L SENTENCE IF 


YOU'LL GET iT. / MY Z//E TO 
ў НАМЕ IT. I SAW You $” BACK... ALL ОЕ ^ GET THAT MONEY 
I DON'T RAISE $5,000 COUNTING IT! 7 I 3 LIT..1 SWEAR IT!) І WON'T GIVE 
WITHIN THE WEXT PLEASE LEND A p. IT UP WOW. I'M 
FEW DAYS... : IT TO ME OLD? га BE 
A 335 NEEDING TT 


FOR WHAT ° WHAT A FUNERAL,MR. FAIRCHILD f AY GOD, MAN! WHAT YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND, 
WOULD AN OLD MAN j A D/GW/F/ED FUNERAL... WITH 6000 15 А BIG FUNERAL | MR. FAIRCHILOf You 
WANT WITH THAT FLOWERS ANO A SILVER To YOU... AFTER COULDN'T? BUT X 
KIND OF MONEY? CASKET AND PALL-BEARERS YOU'RE DEAD? 

ANO A SERMON АМО ORGAN 


REMEMBER MY FATHER'S 
FUNERAL ...ANO MY 
MUSIC. UNE SAVED ALL MY 


i MOTHER'S FUNERAL... 
LIFE FOR MY FUNERAL... | fa. 













ÜLO JASPER'S VOICE WAS SAD..LIKE 
A CHILD WHO'O CRIED TOO LOUD AND 


FAR ACROSS THE FAIRCHILD 
ESTATE, THE WINO TOSSED LEAVES 

AGAINST A STATELY MARBLE EDIFICE 
«THE FAIRCHILO FAMILY CRYPT... \ 
THEN SPUN AROUND, AND SKIPPED \ 
OVER THE SHABBY GRAVES IN THE 
SIMPLE LITTLE CEMETERY BESIDE 


—— 
ÜLD JASPER WENT TO THE WINDOW. 
HE POINTED QUT INTO THE HOWLING 
NIGHT... — —— 
MY FATHER WAS GARDENER 
HERE BEFORE МЕ. НЕ NEVER 
HAD ANY MONEY. NEVER COULD 
SAVE ANY. WHEN MY MOTHER 
DIED, SHE WAS SUR/ED 














I REMEMBER HOW THEY CAME 
TO THIS COTTAGE AND L/F7£0 
HER FROM THE BED AND DUMPED 
HER INTO A P/WE BDX AND 
HAULED IT 24/7 THERE AND 
DROPPED /T INTO THE YAWNING 
HOLE AND F/LLED IT UP AND IT 
WAS ALL OVER. SIMPLE. QUICK. 
NOTHING. 





























«OUT THERE... YOUR 
PRIVATE POTTER'S FIELD. 
YOUR SERVANTS CEMETERY. 







VÄND L REMEMBER HOW X STODO THERE, АМО WATCHED ‘I WAS TWELVE YEARS OLD THEN. I STARTED TD SAVE. 
THEM SHDVEL THE SOFT EARTH UPON MY MOTHER'S WHEN I WAS EIGHTEEN, I'D RUN ENOUGH ERRANOS AND 
COFFIN AND HOW I SWORE THAT I WOULO NEVER LET 0+0 ENDUGH ODD JOBS TO AMASS THE ‘HUGE’ SUM OF OME 
1T HAPPEN TO MY FATHER WHEN A/S TIME CAME... HUNDRED AND SIX DOLLARS. AND THIS MY FATHER 





`ANb 5о HE,TDO, WAS PUT IN A PLAIN PINE BOX, AND DRDPPED 
IN A HOLE OUT THERE, AND COVERED UP, WITH NO POMP... ND 
CARE, ONLY THE SOBBING OF AN EIGHTEEN YEAR OLD son.! 


te Lm 


R 





‘AND WENT DUT AND GOT DRUNK AND WAS 
ROBBED AND MURDERED... : 


‘Your FATHER WAS 5000 ENOUGH 
TO GIVE ME WY FATHER'S JOB, T 
BECAME THE GARDENER. АМО ONE 
DAY YOUR FATHER ОЕО, YOU WERE 


UPON IT..." 





ONLY A BOY. WHAT A FUNERAL HE 
HAD. THE COFFIN, LYING IN STATE 


`. THE PALL-BEARERS WITH THEIR WHITE GLOVES 
CARRYING THE SOLIO SILVER CASKET OUT TO THE 
MARBLE FAMILY CRYPT...THE ORGAN MUSIC DRIFTING 
OVER THE GROUNDS ..THE MOURNERS FOLLOWING... 
AND I, OFF TO THE SIDE , THINKING OF MY MOTHER'S 
AND FATHER'S FUNERALS...” 


IT WAS MUCH LATER ON THAT PARTICULAR NIGHT THAT 
ТМО FIGURES MOVED ACROSS THE FAIRCHILD Е5ТАТЕ- 
GROUNDS TO THE GAROENER'S COTTAGE. TWO FIGURES, 


NO ONE AWOWS HE HAS THE 
MONEY. HE'S OLD, IT WILL „/ HOOK. YOU'LL BE ABLE TO 
STRAIGHTEN THINGS OUT 
AND 774 BE ABLE TO 


RECOUP WY $ 15,000. 


` „THE HUNOREOS OF PEOPLE 
COMING TO THE HOUSE, PASSING 
THE COFFIN, ANO SHEDDING TEARS 


`... AND THE SERMON, HIS EULOGY, 
THE ORGAN MUSIC THE OIGNITY AND 
GLORIOUS SOLEMNITY OF IT ALL.’ 


OF MY OWN AND I WON'T GIVE IT 
UP, NOT TO YOU,.NOT TO ANYBODY! 

МО, MR FAIRCHILD, I WON'T LEND 
YOU MY MONEY. І WON'T... 


ITHE PILLOW CAME CRASHING ООММ ON OLO JASPER 
FACE..SNUFFING OUT THE AIR... SNUFFING OUT HIS LIFE. 
I'VE GOT THE MONEY. 
LET'S GO... S 







AND 50, LIKE HIS FATHER AND MOTHER BEFORE HIM AND IN THE DAYS THAT FDLLOWED, NILES FAIRCHILD 
HIS DEATH CERTIFICATE SIGNED BY А DISINTERESTED WAS ABLE TO REESTABLISH HIS CREOIT, FILL THE 
DOCTOR THAT HAD BEEN HASTILY SUMMONED ...OLD SOVERNMENT OROER, AND START THE LONG CLIMB BACK 
JOSEPH WAS PLACED IN A SIMPLE PINE BOX,CARRIED UP THE FINANCIAL SUCCESS- LADDER. ONE NIGHT, MONTHS 
OUT TO THE SERVANT-PLOT, AND BURIED WITHOUT LATER... < 

FLOWERS , WITHOUT MUSIC, WITHOUT POMP ОН DIG- THAT'S /7, NILES... THE 2/57 I АМ, TOM. 
NITY. AND NILES FAIRCHILD AND TOM KELTON BLACK- IWKED ENTRY YOU'RE THANKS. ном 
STOOD BY,SMILING. mus x ALL CLEARS Т САМЕ OVER ABOUT A DRINK .. 
hy TONIGHT TO SHOW IT TO YOU IN CELEBRATION. 
X. I АМЕН YOU'D BE TWA/LLED. 































QursipE THE FAIRCHILD MANSION, [Instoe, THE TWO MEN DRANK, TOM THE THING STUMBLED ACROSS THE 
OUT IN THE DISMAL UNPRETENTIOUS LAWNS, TOTTERING IN THE WIND, 
SERVANT- CEMETERY, BELOW THE Li FTING 175 MAGGOT- БОЗЕДЕН HEAD, 
SPARSELY-GRASSED MOUNDS,SOME- ы Ч 

THING STIRRED.. PUSHING UPWARD... 
GRUMBLING THE SURFACE OF IT'S 
RECENTLY ырш DOWN GRAVE... 








NILES FAIRCHILD CLOSED THE DOOR BEHIND TOM THE THING MOVED FROM THE SHADOWS INTO THE LIGHT, 
KELTON AND RETURNED TO THE LIBRARY. AS HE NILES FAIRCHILD SAW IT ,.SAW THE “#AWLING DECAY- 
OPENED THE DOOR, THE STENCH OF ROTTED FLESH ING CORPSE...SAW THE BITS ОҒ DEAD FLESH FALLING 
END GRAVE-SLIME SEARED HIS NOSTRILS.. AWAY... THE Plc BONE PROTRUDING THROUGH... 


WHAT THE... 177 IN HERE? ERA 40” > 


wor NOL ОН, LORD 





HE POLICE, SUMMONED BY THE ӨМ KELTON WAS ARRESTED. НЕ 
SERVANTS, FOUND THE BEATEN HAD NO DEFENSE, HE'O BEEN THERE. 
BLOODY BODY OF NILES FAIRCHILD | [HE DioN'T KNOW ASOUT THE LITTLE 
LYING ON THE LIBRARY FLOOR ... GRAVE OUT IN THE SERVANT = 
MR. KELTON Y уу | [CEMETERY THAT HAD OPENED AND 
|“ стом А MG RECTION ) |cuosE5 THAT NIGHT... 


... Амо CARRIED THE BOOY OF NILES FAIRCHILD BACK 
TO THE SERVANT-CEMETERY...TO THE OPEN GRAVE ANO 


THE NEXT DAY, THE MOURNENS GATHERED. THE FLOWERS FILLED THE 
MANSION- ROOM WITH THEIR SWEET SCENT. THE ORGAN MUSIC DRIFTED 
THROUGH THE HOUSE. THE EULOGY WAS SPOKEN, THE PALL-GEARERS 

LIFTED THÉ SOLID SILVER COFFIN. THE REMAINS OF 022 JASPER 


MILLIKEN, GARDENER, WERE CARRIED OUT AND LAID TO REST IN TH 


E | Ad, 
E 





THE COMIC YOU HOLD ІМ YOUR HANDS IS PART OF THE CHRONOLOGICAL, FACSIMILE 
REPRINTING OF THE FAMOUS (AND INFAMOUS!) EC COMICS LINE OF THE EARLY 1950s! WE 
STARTED WITH THE FIRST ISSUE OF EACH TITLE AND ARE ON OUR WAY TO THE BITTER 
END! GET ON THE BANDWAGON, AND FILL ІМ THE GAPS IN YOUR COLLECTION FROM THIS 
BACKLIST!! 


FIRST FEANSOME issuer 


CRYPT #1 CRYPT #2 


T EESTI очам RE емі CB rein на 
FIST FANTASTIC ISSUE! гс 19692 Kg сагат 


NE | WER: WEIRD: ED 


SCIENCE SCIENCE 





d 42-2 ? ка. = 
SHOCK #1 SHOCK #2 SHDCK #4 SHDCK £5 





EACH 32-PAGE COMIC REPRINTS THE COVER AND ENTIRE STORY CONTENT OF ITS 1950s PREDECESSOR, IN FULL 
COMIC BOOK COLOR IN STANDARD COMIC BOOK FORMAT THEY ARE RELEASED ON QUARTERLY SCHEDULES 


OTHER TITLES IN THE LINE ARE VAULT, WEIRD FANTASY, TWO-FISTEO TALES, HAUNT, WEIRD SCIENCE- 
FANTASY AND CRIMEI THE BACKLIST ON EVERY TITLE REPRESENTS THE SAME ISSUE SPAN AS THOSE 
ILLUSTRATED ABOVE SEE THE AD IN THIS COMIC TO SUBSCRIBE TO ANY OR EVERY TITLE! 


WHEN ORDERING PLEASE IDENTIFY AS 32-PG TITLE ISSUE #?, FOR EXAMPLE ''32PG SHOCK #1." 32PG CRYPT #1, 
$3 EACH (SUBJECT TO AVAILABILITY), ALL OTHERS UP THRU #3, $1 50 EACH, ALL TITLES ISSUE #4 AND UP $2 
EACH INCLUDE $5 PER ORDER FOR S&H ($10 OUTSIDE US). 


US FUNDS DNLY PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE 


GEMSTONE PUBLISHING РОВ 469 WEST PLAINS MO 65775 


4 17-25 6-2224 OR CALL 1-800-EC CRYPT AND ASK FOR THE ORDER DESK, OR FAX YOUR ORDERS TO 417-256-5555 


MISSOURI RESIDENTS ADD 6 225% SALES TAX MARYLAND RESIDENTS ADD 5% SALES TAX 
CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 725% SALES TAX (SAN DIEGO COUNTY 775%) 
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